LAURA J

The American Lau-

reate of Popular

Passion  Frankly

Reveals How She ﬁ _

Was Wooed and

Woan.

Fictiomn:

The hero of “He Loved and Was
rredl Away' was pale.

The ‘Bapy of *"The Beautiful Co-
quette” was beardless,

The hero of “Little Rosebud's
Lovera” was broad-shouldered.

The hero of “The (Moakmaker's
Beautiful Daughter” was fond of
gociety,

The Herp of “The Alphabet of
Love" read Dickens.

The hero of “Lyndall’'s Tempta-
fion"” quated Byron.

The haro of *“Wheir His Tove
Gréew  Uald™ was talkative and
given to confidences,

The hero of *The Crime of Hal-
lowe'en" fell in love st gight,

The hero of “Miss Middieton’s
Lovers” was a dandy,

The hero of *“Pretty Odette's
Kiss" liked to play croguet.

The hero of “Madolin Rivers”
was a capitalist,

Real Life.

Mr. Van Mater Stllwell {g dark.

2088000

He has whiskers.
He iz slender.”

He doe= not care for soclety.

He doesn’'t care for novels,
He mnaver gquotes peetry.

He proposed on a trolley car.

He is {ndifferent to dress,

He likes to drive fast horses.

He i{s a brilliant Jawrer.

‘88 LAURA JEAN LIBBEY, the creator of wore love romaunces and gmor-
M ous situations than sny womsan alive, has just realized a romance all ber
own. She hes mareied. She ls no longer Latta Jean Libbey In reality,
put the wife of Mr, Van Mater Stilwell, a Brooklyn lawyér. It was a love
mateh, but Mies Libbey has married a man exactly the raverse of her ldeal lovers
in Bor numerous passion storles. As a matter of fnet, Miss Libbey Is not romantic.
Hor romance writing Is ier means of livellhgod. She creates her heroes to please
the large working girl clientele to which she enters.

She dislikes poetry nund men who quote poetry. She was engaged four years.
but was married at three hours’ notice. Her husbund proposedl on a Flatbush
thalley ear, She was martied In a dress she bought In a Fulton street store,

In an Interview aceorded to a reépresentative of the Sunday Journal she mpkes
# frank and most interesting confesalon about he:- lovers In fivtion avd ber lover
fh el 11fe, sod why she married a Brooklyn Iawyer, who Is In every resppet just
tlhie opposite of her popular hero, WHO LOVED BUT WAS LURKED AWAY,

BS. MATHER STILWELI, the novelist bride, receiveds ma In htr

poudoir. It is loxurious, but the little studio at the riar is more cou-
dentinl,
Thither we woended our way. Her elbows on her desk, her chin in her

o use one of her descriprivas of one
romances, walted
She had said

plump, “bedecked and bedinmonded hands,™
of hier own hevoites, Mra, Stilwell, the ereator of drnmtie
geavely to be lnterviewed. She wias pretty nand Buosiness [Hke.
sithere should be perfect frankness betwen us,” aund therve was.

Mine is a Real Love Match.
“Was votirs & real love metch, Miss LIbher—I mean Mrs. StliIwell? T began,
G0 yes, T am sure it will be a loua tige before people get used to calllitg me
Sillwaell,”? she replied. ““The name Libbey Is better Epown. yon kmow., Yeés, I
was & Jove wmatch, Beshdes, nfter my mother dled and wy sister was moarried
agaln, the hduse was 80 lonely I just had to get married.
WA woman mpst cling to something stronger than she is, like the Ivy nbout
the onk, as I hove sald somewhere In ane of my Bovels.”
21 petlre that your lernines vanally morry In A great hurre. DI ron?’
1 bod three hours’ notice, I may say. The shorfest time o prepars a
trousseau on record, wasn't It
*You sce, Mr, Stilwell bad waited a long time, and when he ealleg one afler-
poon ot 5 o'clock and sald If I didn't marey him that evening le wouldn't call
ADy mote.
it Was Just Like the Marriage of *“Littie Rose Bud.,”
“T-Khe'w be meant it
“Ho we were married at 8,
. m ‘Lirtle Bose Bud's Lovers,' you remember.
he moant It
1 didn't fancy the ‘mever’ ldea.
*What womasny does?
“And so we wers married.
“Phe mooR, Fou know, sess many bhrooks; but the bDrock sees ouly "the one
moon, as I have remarked somewhere.”
»  "You make your berolpes méet thelr lovers in rgmantic places, undor \rovs,
By the brooks, on the edge of preciplees, anil when {hey ave Lelng thrown from
‘hoeses. DHd you meel My Stilwell jo oy sack way?”
I Fitst Met Him Through a Bottle of Liniment,
!' “Blesg oy sonl, wo!
A boltle of Nulmien:. He u310 It woild be sire to help her
motker lits of good,"
~ *The veal Lawra Jean Libsny heroincs always receive n quick and lasting in:
Prataiop of ench otbier. Was it the stime wicth yon and Mr, Stiiwell:"
- UWall=alilecibore wen oo lwpression, of courss,  Thers are alwags impres
~ sloas, you ksew. 1 be looked ridiculoua with the boitle of lniwent o

)

-

It was just like {he macriage of Little Roge Bud,
He said 'Now or never,” and

The first tinte T sawr him he called on my mother with
It had donpe his

Miss Libbey's ldeal in ;| Miss Libbey’s Ideal in

Hiz love was the growth of a year.
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“It was such & big bottle (hat T fancied he was a Veterinary surgoon.
“1 @jau't lke to let Lim see mother.
“And then
“Well, retilly—he had whlskers, apnd—
ST always«dld abominate ywhiskers." \

| Admit | Do Not Admire Whiskers.
The man that thred her from 1Herntture to love wears wWhiskers, as you will
gee from fhe reproduction of his plotograph on this page
“Hut what's the use of expecting # woman to be conststent ! the authdress
of *The Warlid Lost for Love's Sake” vesponded peasively.

“q0h, econglgtency, (bon art o Jewel' Shakespeares moansd. You know
how It la vourzelf. We women don't have it. I did boate whiskers. I hate
them yet, but love can ovelook everyibing, even whiskers.

“Yer, even whiskers

“Is that you, Mr, Stilwell?

“I'he géntleman you Leard gliding upstairs just now weurs whiskers, autll—

“Ho Is Mr. Stllwell

“But we hove agreed to sas notbing about bis—er—face trimmings, Yon konow
what SkBakespedre sarvs about Leatity beltig touly skin deep.” '

“And Lz lmpresgion of youd 1 Ingulfed,

M Stifwel)| blushed, then langhed uneasily.

The Dawning of Ouir Love. .

“Nau are very horrid asd pressing,” sbe murmueéd, “bot 1 Wl answer

you. Uhe truth is he said be was sprptifed 0 see- me ‘so fat
thought 1 was slemder.
AL, welll Life (s pot wiusd Nelther ‘are peopils,

UNow, Mrs. Stilwell s’ yoore hisbidnd ke the lHeross of yoiir Dooks?”
My Real Ideal Is Not My Book ldeal
“Hod forbld ' replied the novelist bride, and she seid it with revoreney.

“Ibave maeerled my ddesl,. Bear in mind, plense: thav 1 do net say the ideal of
boulks:

He said he bl
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Why | Love Lawyers,

“Lalwars have hiad a strong, secret yearuing for lawyors, They are vlpver fel.
lowes: T like thelr dey ethics. thelr halvsplittivgs. aud marvel wr thelr power of
Mlegtimatation. When I wet o mnn who lad all these gifts 1 was interested in
T -

“He waz absslulelr unlike iy of oy hevoes, n sensibie, practical” fellow,
‘with  wo wonsense nbout him.' ™

“Isn't womr: real lover ut all
Iy “The Bemutiful Coquelted” ™

A5 to the beroes of wy ugvels in
wt. pil, U foar”

“Blit ) thought sour Hleals were pomantie men, with *big, widby-llke eves
sl ‘dedoping sliky mustachcs and a melindboly aly,’ "

“80 they are, because the givis who rend my storles—T beljeve nineteen-
twentiotha of my teaders are glvis—ike to resd about that kitnh

“As @ tnatier of fuct I any such suliprs came about here I thiph | would
be de te euough to call lo the police- ; -

“ n 1 would bave, for my duy of sultors ls over™ " :

ke your ldem) lovers—like Gerald Romaine

geaeral, Mr, Stilwell isn't like them

EY WAS LOV

LIBBEY
IN * THOU

GHT"
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Mre, Stiiwell Blushed and looked dewderis at the werlons; howhiskered face
n o gilt frewe on the pladn white wpcble mantleplece.
“You have been too busy (o encournge many sulfors?! 1 ventyred.
“Eucourage them?® Bless you! They dldn't nesd epconrngement. I 'had o
traiipe of thew, And they didn't need a second look from e
“You are very maguetic?’ .
SiL was o Qifferent mngnetlsn than mine {hit atfraeted (hem. 1 was!'—

Mg Stilwell Jowered her volee to.g whisper--the magnetlinn of gold™
| Dream gnd Then Write.

o1 have mide 1 [Htle forindge, tot hulf o lnyrge as wy followers think, thonot,
with iy pen, sl my power of roedlling Uteome,.

“For 1 dream most of wy plots at wighit. . Blda’t you Kodw hat?
F really believe oy sucvess s due to the faculty of remenibering dreals.
rewember what you dreeamed Jast nlght? Whink"

“Spmetling about a schoohmoster and a ride through the woods angd A quar-
rel. 1 ean't rewmembor.”

SO CotEER, . You enn’n e people: enn, I waould that
wehoalmaster Bad ved hde amd browsn eyes, and (iat be wade love tomwe on the
ride through the woods. 1 would remember Lhat” he proposed, and thet we gt
redegl =—

“How did Mr. Stitwell propose?”

How My Husband Froposed.

“Really, now. | dent remenibes |jow Mr Stllwell proposed
nervous nt sich tinies lo pemember details.™

“Hut your beroes propnsed:’”

#1 know it Sometihing ke this from “That Pretty Youog Girl'—1 remenil®
every worl, for 1 persplred over it T always do perspire over tlie proposals.
Ther are the hatdest work T do. The hero =ald to the pretiy girl:

S have tesd af the deshre of the ot far the stavs—the pure. byight stars
shining 1n the fagoff heaven, fur frony the moth das you Wi youd fakr loveliness
and qneenly grace Trow e, Bur 1 love you sed Love chuld brldge over suel
a distanee as fs between heaven and eorth, Bome men bave muny loves. T have
but this one. Home men worship mauy Talr faces. [ love pnly fours. I give you
all that o fedn can glve to the woman he loves—my sonl, my life.

“If Mr. Btlitwell had talked to me like that T wonld Lave refected biw. Al I
romembier 15 e tplked In the game reasonoble, dry, logich) manner, withoot auy
excitement whatever. Just as T heprd him plead o ¢ivil caya.

“1 tolil him 1 wouldn’r marry while my mopther HMved.

“He =sld he wanid wafl

“Atd-he it walt four wears; untll the povr: sufferer of nloe weary Yoms
phissed on.”’ y L
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Now remembop Toe

Proply are too

hor

H: Proposed at High Noon, at Flatbusi
“Your heroas proposed in the twilight, when they were reelining by a broo
side. How aid Mr Stllwell propose?"

f Lig Ruy's RipL LovERS

LAURAJEAN LIBBEY
AT “HER - DESK -

TrROM PHOTOURAPH TAREN FOR
THE SUMNDAY  JouRMAL

A 'Cruel Revenge."

“Mr o lover propoged foome st hizh o noon
Cay Fou imugine. any-
Ji's & Jong vide fro’
biagd the ear to our

i i Wavbusn car.

thiing wore prosgic?
the Bridge, and we
selves at the lost.”

“Hon't the hkvoes off you novels fall in
love at first slght's”

Always, hot our love wias the growth of
& goog twelveononih, and, toamy mind, even
the i orather sadden, 1 believe my onlg-
Erndlty (il s s ot that oecasion and
Lot Toangde the eanrrent veisuik, "This Is
Go swdden !

“Oue thing 1 do pemomber js thar  he
't anoete peetry.  Really, betweens you
and mus [ don't care asuel Tor postey. Mogk
of it is bosh, and Mr Stilwél abbors I

HHe le absolutel; sutomantie

“He uwver rend » gdovel b Wis [ife,

“He deest’E oevon know e panes of
e,

Please penembor that 1 oaw uot romans
e myselil”

“Your Heroes, I have woliced; always put
tholr bands on thele heneks when they pro-

rose. Dl Mr. 8tliwell—3"
UWhat Dboreid  roallsm! T vendly  owd
S Anow,  §olldet lebk at ntme T was looking

ap Uie pew hibgses, Tt 1 Hstened, aug 104
vorfess 1L was rather pleasind,

“f i ghad that T have tillowed the ad-
vire af my v A Tolonel Tom Ochltroe.
He toll me ue o mavry uatll I oeared for
the mph. Auw that s veally ol theve s
to tell, lsn't 3"

A wads nerried Tnoan old dress,

ST wore & simple white orgaudle over
white silk, that 1 bought at a stors on Ful
ton strect a year dzo for my dister's yeed-
fing. 1 really Badn’t thoe to prépare any-
fhing. It was ah Mte Stilwell's fault. He
wan_ sn lmpaiiant.

“Wil you eyme down =Nd bave a glass
of port and an oyster stew? No? Wall,
sood oightt* ADA PATTERSON.



